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sometimes called in London, I had retired early. This section
of London, known as Primrose Hill, overlooks the main part
of the city.
A tremendous explosion almost lifted me out of bed.
Hastily rigging out in slippers and bathrobe, I rushed out-
side. My wife, who had not yet retired, was already out. "We
hurried to the nearest point of vantage, to find a hundred
neighbors watching a long cigar-like airship cruising swiftly
over the heart of London. Searchlights held it. At intervals
of seconds it was dropping heavy bombs, which seemed to
shake the ground under our feet. An anti-aircraft gun some-
where in the rear of us was barking. The Zeppelin, its work
of destruction complete, pointed its sharp nose upward and
disappeared in a cloud.
Perhaps at some time after the Armistice the actual death
roll and the estimate of property destruction in London's
first baptism of fire was made public. I never knew it. "We
worked frantically that night to get the story to America.
This Zeppelin had cut a bloody swath across the city. But the
military authorities had put down a curtain of censorship
which forced us to be content with an official communiqu£
declaring that a Zeppelin had passed over London and
dropped some bombs. More significant, however, than the
actual news of the event were the comments of Londoners
to me on Primrose Hill. As neighbors, these Londoners knew
I was an American correspondent.
"What do you think about that?'* they shouted to me.
"Tell President "Wilson what a fine lot the Germans are!"
they yelled. "You Americans had better wake up!" they said.
It was the feeling of Great Britain in those stirring days
that President Wilson was not sincere in his several notes to
Germany regarding the freedom of the seas and other mat-
ters. It was felt that these were a mere matter of form. Amer-

